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Manic 


Author's Notes: 
Written while in the throes of an exceptionally scary manic phase. 


Apparently | killed a man 
Apparently. 


Yet there's no blood on my hands and my clothes are the whitest of virginal white. If I'd killed someone, I'd be 
in prison, right? 


There's pent up energy coursing through me. I'm sure that if | wriggle my fingers I'll be able to set things 
alight with the electricity that comes off them. People will fall to their knees before me! They'll be healed of 


all their ills! War and famine will no longer exist for / can heal the whole world! 


Laughter that is hoarse and high pitched, peels around the room. | can feel my chest overflowing with the 


joyous feeling but I'm sure that sound isn't coming from me. 


The laughter quickly turns to growls and barks as | try to twitch my leg, try to release this fuckin’ energy. | 
don't know why they're got my restrained to this bed. | haven't done anything! | promise! I'll swear on my best 
friend's life! 


Jeffrey.. 


No, no, NO! Not sweet, quiet Jeffrey! He wouldn't hurt a fly. But if he wouldn't hurt a fly, why is his name 
causing me so much pain? What's he done? And where is he?! Why isn't he coming to get me from this 


abomination of a place? 
Why am | restrained? Why?! Scream, Axl, scream. Someone will hear. 


And so | do. | scream long and hard and maniacal. But no one comes. No one hears. | scream until my chest 
aches and my throat is sore. | scream until there's nothing left to scream about. | scream until my voice dies 
and all I'm left with is a throat of sandpaper. 


But | won't give up. No! I'll never give up! Never! I'm invincible! 


Fuck, fuck, fuckin’ restraints. Eating into my fuckin’ skin. Eating me from the outside in Why are they keeping 
me tied up? | don't deserve it. And why're they keeping me in this horrible, clinical room? | want a proper bed, 
with proper sheets and proper pillows. In fact, | demand it. +s my money that's keeping me here. And instead 
of giving me comfort, they've given me some bastardisation of a cross. If | spy along my arm, | can just make 
out my fingers. They look so far away, like tiny, waving stumps. Are they really attached to my body? They 
can't be. They're too far away. 


And what is it with all the fuckin’ white? Everything's white, white, white. No windows, no doors, plain, blinding 
whiteness. Snow white, cocaine white, white so bright it hurts my eyes. Maybe I'm in heaven? Maybe I've 
finally crossed over and l'm just waiting to be admitted through the pearly gates? The ones that | stopped 
believing in when | was a child. The one that | had no chance of ever reaching if the people around me were to 


be believed. 

But those that put me here told me l'm not going to heaven. They told me | killed a man 

Apparently, 

But | didn’t. l'd never kill anyone! Really | wouldn't! But they don't believe me. No one believes me. They say l'm 
mad. They say l'm crazy. They say I'm unhinged and a danger. But who are they? | don't know. Doctors? 


Psychiatrists? Ministers? The police? But I'm not mad! Really I'm not. Misunderstood, perhaps. But not mad. 


And why is the room padded? | can see the gentle undulations of the padding. How the fuck do they think I'm 


going to hurt myself when they've got me restrained? 


Where's the fuckin’ doctor?! 


As if by magic, like some spaceship, a door opens. | never saw that. Never even saw the joins. Must be hidden 


somehow, another trick to mess with my already, apparently, broken head. 


Lab rats, white coated lab rats, walk in and around me. | crane my neck to watch them, high pitched laughter 


chasing them around the room. They've come for me. They're going to let me gol 


Carbamazepine 

Que fiapine 

Olanzapine 

Sodium valproate 
Pancuronium bromide 


Potassium chloride 


Meaningless words that have been banded about. Solutions to my problem. The "ine's" and "ate's" and "ide's" 
that should cure me. Maybe forever. | don't know and it seems that they don't either. Whoever they are. They 


don't seem to have a long term solution to whats seemingly been a long term problem. 


But maybe the lab rats know. They never look at me as they move around but perhaps they hold the answer. 
Craning my neck back, | can hear a disembodied voice talking to them. But they never acknowledge me. Never 


reply to the voice that | assume is mine. Me. Trying to get answers. 


Struggling, | arch my back, straining my neck to watch them. The thick, leather cuffs make it hard and | mewl 
at them to release me. To let me go home. To let me go anywhere. As my eyes chase after them, | notice 
something. | can see my reflection Can see myself, arching and convulsing like a fish out of water. Well I'll be 
damned; there's a window behind me! But a window to where? Another room? Another dimension? Another 


soul? Maybe it leads to Narnia.. I'd like to go to Narnia.. 


The lab rats pull long, umbilical cord like tubes from beneath the window. Maybe I'm on the mother-ship? 
Maybe they're preparing to send me home?! 


| can feel my whole body tingling as they approach, their eyes never connecting with mine. | can't stand it, 
can't stand being ignored. Can't stand how they won't look at me, won't even tell me what's going on. All | want 


is a simple answer! | want to know where the tubes go, want to follow the white lab rats. 


Intently | watch as they push up the sleeves of my white shirt. Bright, white lines criss-cross my already pale 
skin and | stare at them, trying to make out where the labyrinth of marks will take me. Squiggles and swirls, 
like blanked out tattoos, all etched there by some mysterious hand. My hand? It must have been. 


Stabbing, | can feel stabbing. What the fuck?! The lab rats are sticking needles in me. Long, skinny slivers of 
metal, moving beneath my skin as they try to find a vein. Blood bubbles from one and | watch as it hangs 
there, glistening and beautiful, before falling. 


Blood. 


Why does the sight of that droplet fascinate and sicken me? | look back at my arm, watching as another 
droplet slides along my arm. It stains the scratches, tracing and following them. Forming them into words. A 


word, scratched into the skin over and over again. 

Jeffrey.. 

His name plagues my mind, sending thunderbolts into my heart. This strange high that I've been riding seems 
to be fading, leaving behind a yawning hole of darkness and despair. Why do | feel those god-awful tears begin 
whenever he swims into my mind's eye? Why is he forever captured in my memory as a beautiful, young 
man? 

Somewhere, from above me, from the ether, a voice questions me, "Do you have any final words, Mr Rose?" 


| do. Just one. 


"Jeffrey... 


